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CHAPTER XVil. (Continued).

“Hazoor,” the natlve guavered In

“it was cold upon the water
you me walting overlong. 1
sovking shelter from the wind.
wis not for mine ears,
you used a tongus I

| listening!”™ Amber
“Nover mind. Where's

hide it in the rushes.
Il be patlent for a lit-
The native
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Amber, realising that he had invited
this Insolence, was falr enough not to
It, and held bls peace untll he

longer be blind to the faet
natlve was shaping a courpe
axaotly away from the Ra)
b treachery Is this, deg?”

“This i» not the
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not mistrustful of your slave,

hazour, wmm native. “I do the
bidaing of / before whose will 1
am a8 A leaf in the wind. It s an
order that I land you on the bund of
the royal summer pavitlon, by the
—*ﬂ' shore of the lake. There will
m“ one waltlng for you, my
f':gm on the ateps of the bund
and walted for Dulla Ded to joln him;
‘but when, hearing o splash of the pad-
: I-*"""‘" round, It was to find
the pative had already put a con-
‘him angrily, and Dulla Dad rested
n -mhmml“ he replfed
““Hore doth my responsibility end. An-
‘other will presently appear to be your
wulde, Co you up to the Jungly path
Rsafing trom the bund"
, ==¢ Viginian Nfted his shouldors
- AndiRerently, and ascended to discover
w wide footpath running inland be-

tweon dark walls of shrubbery, but
guite deserted, He stopped with a
. cof vexation, peering to right

ond “What the deure!" he satd
aioud, “Is this unother of their con
foundod tricks?

A low and marvoloualy sweet laugh

sounded at his elbow, and he turned
with & start and a flutter of his pulses,
“Narainl'" he eriod.

*Tell me not thou art disappointed,
O my kiog!" she sald, placiog & soft
hand firwly upon his  arm.  “Didst
thon bope to meet another hera?"

“Nay, how should 1 expect thee™

His voloe was geolls though he
siveled his hoart agalost her fascloa-
tons; now he bhad uae for her.

for
“Had Dulla Dad. conveyed mo to the
palace, then ! should have remember
od thy promise to rlde with me to

place
“Then thou didst wish to ride with
Bhe nodded approval and sotls
faction. “That s nltogether as I would
Tave It be, Lord of my Heart. By this
I proven thee, for thou hast con.
h the Gateway, not
the Voles hath

FORL
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Nay, but tell me, King of my Soul,
did 1t not leap o lttls at the thought
of meeting me?”

With a qulck gestura she thraw her
vell ngide and lifted her Incomparably
falr face to his, and he was conaclous
that he trembled a lttle, and that his
volee shook as he answered evaslve
Iy: "“Thou shouldst know, Ranec.”

“Thon wilt not draw back in the
end?™ Her arms clippod him softly
about the neck and drew his head
down so that her breath was fragrant
in his face, her lips a sweet perl]l be-
neath hls own. “Thou wilt brave
whatever may be prepared for thy
teating, for the sake of Naralni, who
awnits thee beyond the Gateway, O
my Beloved ™

“l shall not be found wanting.”

Lithe as a snake, she nlipped from
his arma, “Nay, | trust thee not!"”
#ha laughed, a quiver of tenderness In
hor merrimont. “Let my lips be mine
alone untll thou hast proven thyself
worthy of them” 8he ralsed her
volee, calling: “Ohe, Runjit Singht"”

The cry rang bellclear In the atill
ness, and its ellver echo had not died
before It was snswered by one who
ntepped out of the black shadow of a
spreading banian, some distance away,
and came toward them, leading three
horses. As the moonlight fell upon
him, Amber recognized the uniform
the man wore as that of the imperial
bousebold guard of Khandawar, while
the horses seemed to be stalllons he
had seen In tho palase yard, with an-
other but litile thelr Inferior in mettle
or beauty.

“Now,” annourced the woman In
tones of deep comtentment, “we will
ﬂd.ll!

She turned to Amber, who took her
up In his arms and set hor In the sad-
dle of cne of the atalllons.

The sownr surrendered to Amber
the reins of the other stalllon and
stepped hastlly aside, The Virginlan
took the saddle with a fiying leap, and
A thought Inter was digging his knecs
foto the brute's sleek flasks and saw-
lng on the bita, whila the path flowed
beneath him, dappled with moonlight
and shadow, lke a ribbon of gray-
green sllk, nnd treea and ahrubbery
streaked back on either hand In a
rush of melting blacks and grays.

Bwerving acutely, the path ran Into
the dusty high road, Amber heard a
rush of hoofs behind him, and then
slowly the gauze-wrapped figure of the
queen drew alongeide,

“Maro! Let him run, my king!
The way is not far for such as he,
Have no fear lest he ti-o!"

But Amber wset his teeth and
wrought with the relns until his
mount comprehended the faot that he
had met n master and, moderating his
first furlous burst cof speed, settled
down into n league-devouring stride,
erest low, imbs gathering and strotoh-
Ing, with the elegnnt precislon of
clockwork. Hls rider, regalning his
polsa, found time to | about him
and began to enjoy, for all hia cares,
this wild racé through the blue-white
night. '

They elrcled fnally a great, round,
grasslens hillside, and pulled relu in
the noteh of a glgantle V formed by
two long, prow-llke spurs running out
upon & plaln whose sole, vague bound-
ary was the vast ure of the horizon.

Before them loomed dead Kathiapur,
an island of stone girdled by the shal-
low sllver river. Like the rugged
pedeatal of aome mammoth column, Ita
cliffs rose sheer threescore feet from
the water's edge to the foot of the
outermost of Ita triple walls. From
the notoh In the hills a great stone
causewiny climbed with a long und
sy grade to the level of the first
Ereat gate, spanning the ehasm over
the river by means of n erazy wooden
bridge.

A gasp from the woman and an
oath from the sowar siartled Amber
out of somber apprebensions Into

* | which he had been plunged by contem-

plation of thls Impregnable fortress
of desolation. Oone was his lust for
porll, gone his high, hesdless joy of
adventure, gone the intoxication which
had been his who had drunk deep of
the cup of romance; there remained
only the knowledge that he, alone and
aingle-handed, was to pit his wita
ngoainet  the Invisible and mighty
forces that lurked In hiding within
thoae walls, to seem to submit to
thelr designs and so find his way to
the woman of his love, tear her from
the grasp of the unseen, and with her
escape, . . .

Narainl had, Indead, no need to ory
aloud or clulch his hand In order to
apprise him that the Eye was vigllant.
le himself had seen it break forth, n
lurld wtar of emerald light suspended
high above the dark heart of the olty,

Blowly, while they watched the
star descended, foot by fool, dropping
until the topmost pinnscle of a hidden
temple semed to support It; and
there It rested, throbhing with light,
now bright, now dull.

Amber shook himeelf impatiently,
“Silly charlantry!" he muttered, irri-
tated by his own susceptibllity to ie
sinlater suggestion. “I'd ke
to know how they manage It, thouxh:
the light fitself's comprehenaible
enough, but thelr control of 1t -
I there were enough wind, I'd suspect
e .. "

“Thou art not dlsmayed, my king?™

Hoe lnughed, not quite as successful-

thes | 1y as he could have wished, and, “Not

wongue which seemed somehow better
sulted for sorvice In combating the os-
oterio lofluences st work upon his
mind. “"What's the next turn om the

| program 1

“I like not that tons, nor yet that
tongue.” The woman shivered. “Byen
us the Eye aseeth, my lord, so doth
the Ear hear. Is It meel and wise to
speak with levity of that In whose
power thou shalt shortly be?"

“Perhaps not,” he admitted, thought
fully. " 'In whose power 1 ghall short-
Iy be' Well, of courset™

“And thou wilt go on? Thou art
not mind to withdraw thy hand?

,'Not 80 that you'd notice it, Na-
raind.”

“For the sake of the reward Na-
rainl offers thea?” she persisted dan-
gerounly,

“l1 don't mind telling you that you'd
turn "most any man's head, my dear”
ha mald, cheerfully, and let her Inter
pret the words aa she pleased.

Bhe was not pleased, for her ao
quaintance with English was more in-
timate than she had chosen to admit;
but If she felt any chagrin ahe dis-
slmulated with her neverfalling art
“Then bid me farewell, O my woul,
and go!"™

“Up there? he Inquired, lifting his
brows.

“Aye, up ths causeway and over the
bridge, into the city of death.”

“Alona 1"

“Aye, alons and afoot, my king.”

“Pleasant prospect, thanks"” Am
ber whistled, a trifled dashed. “And
then, when 1 get up there—1"

“One will meet thee, Go with him,
fearing naught.”

“And what will you do, meanwhile?"

“When thou shalt have passed the
Gateway, my lord, Naralnl will be
walting for thee”

"Very well” Amber threw a leg
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over the erupper, handed the stallion's
reins to the sowar, who had dismount-
ed and drawn pear and dropped to his
feot.

Narain! nodded to the sowar, who
led the animal away. When he was
out of earshot the woman leaned from
the saddle, her glorious eyes to Am-
ber's. “My king!" she breathed in-
tengely.

But the thought of Bophia Farrell
and what she might be suffering at
that very moment was uppermost—
obtruded fitself lilke a wall between
himself and the woman,

"Goodnight, my dear,” he sald amia-
bly; and, turning, made off toward the
foot of tho causeway.

When he had galned It, ha looked
back to seo her riding off at a wide
angle from the causeway, heading out
into the plain. When he looked agaln,
some two or three minutes later. Na-
rainl, the sowar, und the horses had
vanished as completely as if the carth
had opened to recelve them, Ha
rubbed his eyes, stared and gave It
up.

80 he was alona!
shrug, he plodded on,

With a

CHAPTER XVIIl.
The Hooded Death,

The causeway down which the
horsemen of forgotten kings of Khan-
dawar had clattered forth to war, In
ita age-old desustude had come to de-
cay. Belweon ita great paving blocks
grass sprouted, and here and there
drecpers and even treesa had taken
root and in the slow Immutable proc-
ess of thelr §rowth bad displaced con-
slderable masses of stone; so that
there were pitfalls to be avolded,
Otherwise a ltter of rubble made the
walking anything but good. Amber
ﬂlckod his way with cautlon, grumb-

ng.

After somo threcquarters of an
hour of hard climbing he came to the
wooden bridge, and halted, surveying
It with migtrust. Doubtless in the old.

I, Narainl,” he returnsd In English; a |uruelnrs, stromg enough to sustaln a

troop of warriors but lght enough to
ba enslly drawn up, had extended
nerosn the chasm, rendering the city
impregnable from capture by assauit
If wo, It had long sinee been replaced
by an airy and well.ventilated iattice
work of boards and timbers, none of
which seamed (o the wary eye any too
sound. Amber sclected the most solid-
looking of the lot and gingerly ad-
vanced n pace or two along it. With
a soft erackling a portion of the tim.
ber orumbled (o dust beneath hig fost,
He rotreatod hastily to the causeway,
and swore, and noticed that the Eye
was watching him with malevolent in-
terest, and swore some more, En
tirely on Impulss he heaved a bit of
rock, posaibly twenty ponnds In
welght, to the middle of the structurs,
Therd followed a splintering orash
and the contraption dissolved like a
magic-lantern effect, leaving a solitary
beam about a foot In widith and six
or elght Inches thick, spanning a
flight of twenty and a drop of sixty
feet. The river recelved the rubbish
with several succeasive aplashes, dis-
tinetly digcomcerting, and Amber sat
down on a boulder to think It over.

“Clever Invention,” he mused;
“one’d think that, after taking all this
trouble to get me here, they'd changed
thelr minds about wanting me. I've
a notlon to change mine”

There seemed to be no possibility
of turning back at that stage, how.
ever. Kuttarpur was rather far away,
and, moreover, he doubted If he would
bo permitted to return. Having come
thua far, he must go on. Moreover,
Bophia Farrell was on the other slde
of that Swordwide bridge, and such
being the case, cross it he would
though he were to find the next world
at ita end. Finally he considersd that
he was presently to undergo an ordeal
of some unknown nature, probably ex-

Came Toward Them Leading Three Horses.

tremely unpleasant, and that this mat-
ter of the vanigshing bridge must have
been arranged In order to put him in
a properly subdued and tractable
frame of mind.

He got up and tested the remalning
girder with circumspection and In-
credulity; but It semed firm enough,
solidly embedded in the stonework of
the causeway and immovable at the
eity end. 8o he straddled it and,
averting his eyes from the scenery bhe-
neath him, hitched Ingloriously across,
collecting splinters and a very dis
tinet !mpression that, as a vocatlon,
knight-errantry was not without Its
drawbacks,

When again he stood on his feet he
wns In the shadow of the outer gate-
way, the curtaln of the second wall
confronting him,

Casting about, he discovered the sec-
ond geteway at some distance to the
loft, and siarted toward It, foreing
way through a tangle of serubby un-
dergrowih, weeds and thorny neacls,
but had taken few steps ere & heavy
splash in the river below brought him
up standing, with a thumping heart,
After an irresolute moment he turned
back to see for himself, and' found his
apprehension only too well grounded;
the swordwide bridge was gone, dis
placed by an agency which had been
prompt to seek cover—though he con-
fessed himself unable to suggest
where that cover had been found.

He gave it up, consldering that it
were futlle to badger his wita for the
how and the whersfore. The impor
tant fact remained that he was a pris
onor In dead Kathiapur, his retreat
cul off, and— Here he made a sec
ond discovery, Infinitely more shock-
ing: his plstol was gone,

Turning back at length, he made his
way to Lhe secord guteway and from
it to the third, under the lewdly
sculplured arch of which he stopped
and gaspod, forgetiing as for the first
time Kathlapur the Fallen was re-
vealed to him In the awful beauty of
Ita paked desolntion.

en Ume a substantial but movable

A wide and stately avenue stretched

away from the porials, between rows
of dwellings, palaces of marble and
stone, tombatones and mausoleums
with meaner houses of sun-dried briek
and rabble, rooflesa all and disinte
grating In the slow, terrible process
of the years,

Ag Amber moved forward small,
alert ghosts rosa from the under
growth and scurried silently thence;
a clrenmstance which made him wvery
unkappy.

The way was difleult and Amber
tired. After a while, having secen
nothing but the jackals, an owl or
two, severnl thousand bata and a
erawling thing which had lurched
nlong in the shadow of & wall some
distance away, glving an admirable
imitation of a badly wounded man
pulling himself over the ground, and
making strange guttural nolses—Am-
ber concluded to walt for the gulde
Narainl had promised him. He turned
nelde and seated himsell upon the
odge of a broken sandstons tomb. The
sllence was appalling and for rellef
he took refuge In cheap Irreverence.
“Home,” he observed, aloud, "never
was like this"

A heart-rending sigh from the tomb
behind him was followed by a rattle
of dislodged rubblah. Amber found
himself unexpectedly in the middle of
the street, and, without stopping to de-
bate the method of his getting there
with such unprecedented rapldity,
looked back hopefully to the tomb, At
the same moment a blackshrouded
fNgure swept out of it and moved a few
pacos down the street, then paused
and beckoned him with s gaunt arm.

“I wish,” sald Amber, earnestly, 1
had that gun”

The figure was apparently that of a
native swathed in black from his head
to his heels and seemed the more
strikingly peculiar in view of the fact
that, asa far as Amber could deter
mine, he hnd nelther eyes nor festures
nlthough his head was without any
sort of covering. He gulped over the
proposition for an Instant then
stepped forward.

“Evidently my appointed clcerone,”
he consldered. “Unquestionably this
ghost-dance !s excellently stage-man-
aged. . . . Though, of course, I had
fo plek out that particular tomb.”

He followed In the wake of the fig-
ure, which sped on with a singular
motlon, something between a walk
and & glide, consclous that his equa
nimity had been restored rather than
shaken by the Incldent.

He held on in pursult of the black
shadow, passing forsaken temples and
lordly pleasure houses, all marble
tracery and fretwork, standing apart
In what had once beén noble gardens,
sunken tanks all weed-grown and
rank ‘with slime, humbler -dooryards
and cotz on whose hearthstones the
fires for centurles had been cold—his
destination evidently the temple of
the unspeakable Evye,

As they drew necarer the leading
shadow forsook the shade of the walls
which he seemed to favor, sweeping
hastlly across a plaza white with
moongiare and without pause on into
the hlack, gaping hole beyond the
marhble arch.

Here for the first time Amber hung
back, stopping a score of feet from
the door, his nerves adangle. He did
not falter in his purpoge; he was go-
ing to enter the inky pnrtal, but
3 would he ever leave It? And
the world was saweet to him,

He took firm hold of his reason and
went on acrosa the dark threshold,
took three uncertain strides Into the
Imitless unknown, and pulled wup
short, hearing nothing, unable to see
a yard before him. Then with a ter
rifliec crash like a thunderclap the
great doors swung to behind him. He
whirled about with a stifled cry, con-
sclous of a mad deslre to find the
doors agaln, took a step or two to-
ward them, paused to wonder if he
ware moving In the right direction,
moved a little to the left, half turned
and was lost. Reverberating, the
echoes of the crash rolled far away
until they were no more than as a
whisper adrift in the silence, until
that was gone, . . .

Digging his nalla into his palms, he
walted; and In the suspense of dread
began to count the seconds.

One minute two
three P gy AN
He shifted his welght from one foot
to the other.

Seven . . .,

He passed a hand across his face
and brought It away, wet with per
spiration,

Nine v

In some remote spot a bell began to
toll; at first slowly-—clang! i
clang! . > clang!~-then more
quickly, until the roar of its sonorous,
gong-like tones seemed to fill all the
worid and to set it atremble. Then,
Insensibly, the tempo bocame more se-
date, the first clamor of It moderated,
and Amber abruptly was alive to the
fact that the bell was speaking—that
its volce, deep, clear, sound, metallle,
wias rolling forth again and again &
question couched in the purest Sans
krit:

“Who Is there? -
there? .+« Who Is there? !

The halr lifted on his scalp and he
swallowed hard in the effort to an-
swer; but the lMe stuck in his throat;
he was pot Rutton snd : and
it Is vary hard to lHe effectively when
you stand In stark darkness with a
mouth dry as dust and your bhalr stir-
ring at the roots because of the in-
tensely Impersonal and aloof accents
of an inhuman bell-volee, tolling away
out of nowhere,

“Who s there?”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Who s

Wants Longer Nights.
*Have you jolned the More Daylight
club?” he ssked.
*l should say not. 1It's all I can do
now to get home before daylight,” re
plied the old rounder.—Detroit Free

Press.
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Loss of Appetite

In loss of vitality, vigor or tone, and la
often & forerunner of prostrating dis
easn,

It in serions and especially so to peos
:hcmmmlmpuvmddﬂuuﬂ

The bent medicine to taka for It ls the
great constitutional remedy

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Which purifies and enriches the blood
and builda up the whole system. 1

Get it today in ueunl liquid form oe
ehocolated tablets cnlled Barsatabe.
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The Hosapital Doctor—What did the
farmer say when you fell out of his
barn and broke your arm?

Tramp—Didn't say mnothin'. He
wus too busy a-laughin’,

Astonished the “Cop.”

Pollee Lisutenant “Barney” Keleher
always has & new story to tellL

“Two of our 'finest’ were walking
along Broadway mnot eo long ago,” be-
gan the lleutenant, unfolding his Ilntest
offering, "and thelr attention was at-
tracted to the bronze figure of an ape
standing npright in the window of a
large jewelry store.

“What kind of an animal is that
supposed to be?” asked one of the
other,

“You surprise me with your thick
ness,” returted the second cop.
‘That's a gorilla, Never hear of them
before?

“‘Sure, and 1 read about them In
the historles,’ he answered. ‘My, what
a lot of damage they did during the
Civll war! How did a general ever
make those things mind him?" "—New
York Sun,

Hardly as Bad aa That.

The boy whose business it was to
auswer the telephone fushed Into the
room of the senlor partner,

“Just got & message saying that
your house was on*fire,” he sald.

“Dear me,” returned the senior
partner, in a bewildered sort of way.
“l knew my wife was pretty hot about
something when I left home this
morning, but 1 didn’t think It was so
bad as to set the house on fire!"—
Stray Stories.

The Facetious Farmer,

“I am an actor out of work. Can
you glve me employment on your
farm?"

“l ean. But a day on & farm fIs
no 20-minute sketch.”

“1 understand that.”

“All right. Yonder Is your room.
When you hear a horn toot about
4 a. m. that's your cue.”

Tramp Turned Down,
*“] haven't a place to lay my head.”
“Well, you can’t leave It here.”

It's what & woman doesn't know
that worries ber.

THE TEA PENALTY.
A Strong Man’s Experlence,

Writing from a busy railroad town
the wife of an employe of one of the
great roads says:

“My husband Is a raillroad man who
has been so much benefited by the use
of Postum that he wishes me to ex-
press his thanks to you for the good

"1 1t has done him. His waking hours

are taken up with his work, and he
has no time to write himself,

“He has been a great tea drinker
all his lNfe and has always llked it
strong.

“Tea has, of late years, acted on
him lke morphine does upon most
people, At first it soothed kim, but
only for an hour or mo, then it began
to affect his nerves to such an extent
that he could not sleep at night, and
he would go to hils work in the morn-
ing wretched and miserable from the
loas of rest. This condition grew con-
stantly worse, until hls friends per-
suaded him, some four months ago, to
quit tea and use Postum,

“At first he used Postym only for
breakfast, but as he llked the taste of
it, and it somehow seemed to do him
good, he added it to his evening meal,
Then, as he grew better, he began to
drink it for his noon meal, and now
he will drink nothing else at table,

“His condltion is 8o wonderfully im.
proved that be could not be hired te
give up Postum and go back to tea.
His nerves have become steady and
reliable once more, and his sleep 1
eany, natural and refreshing.

He owes all this to Postum, for he
has taken no medicine and mads no
other change In his diet.

"His brother, who was very nervous
from coftee-drinking, was persuaded
by us to give up the coffee and use
Postum and he alto has recovered his
bhealth and strength.” Name given by
Postum Co,, Battle Creek, Mich.

Read the little book, “The Road to
Wellville,” In pkgs. “There's a reason.”

Ever vend the above letter?
one uppears fram tlme to l.lm.AT.h.p:

are gemulne, trw d
Setareat. oy uad full of humas
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